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engraving of a stag at bay, a view of Jerusalem, a picture oa
Queen Victoria and the Prince Consort with a slaughtered
deer, gillies, etc., balancing the stag, and a large and
sensational rendering of the Writing on the Wall. A round
table, an overmantel and a large coal scuttle, refilled at six-
pence a time, completed the apartment.
Mrs Tewler had added many souvenirs, knicknacks,
photographs framed and unframed, and objects of art and
fancy to all this, making it very personal and homelike. She
had thought of having in a piano on the hire purchase system,
but, as she could not play it, she had decided this might be
regarded as ostentation.
There was indeed no music whatever in Master Edward
Albert's early life, except the harmonium and sustained hymn
singing of the chapel and a passing barrel organ. The gramo-
phone, the pianola, the radio, had still to break the grave
serenity of British home life, silent still except for an occasional
cough or sniff, the rustle of a turning page, the crepitation of
the fire or a peculiar snoring of the gas jets, whose light wis
supplemented by a shaded paraffin lamp of noble proportions
set upon a woollen mat in the midst of the central table.
It had a glass receiver and when one touched it one acquired
a faint but persistent odour of paraffin. On Sundays when one
changed into clean linen came a whiff of lavender. The
roast chestnut men, the baked potato men and suchlike " cries
of London " stood out brightly against this olfactory back-
ground.
On the mantel was a card which Mrs Tewler had discovered
in a shop together with others proclaiming " Furnished
Apartments " and " Teas ". It bore two words which were
destined many years later to become a national slogan ;
" Safety First *'. By what gleam of foresight this card had been
inspired, or what particular danger it advertised in mitigation
of damages, I cannot imagine. But there it was, and it found
a prompt response in the mind of Mrs Richard Tewler.
By the standards of our present violent times, this atmosphere
might have been considered under-stimulating. In Edward
Albert's own little room however there was a more definite

